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No Minstrels played to them, but doubt!
For Gleemen there, were holden out
By day and eke by night;

Except a Minstrel that slew a man;
So till his heritage he wan?
And entered by Brief of Kight.
Then cried Mahoun for a Highland Pageant;
Syne ran a fiend to fetch Makfadyane,
Far northward in a nook.

By he the Coronach had done shout,
Erschemen so gathered him about,
In Hell great room they took.

Those termagants with tag and tatter,
Full loud in Ersche began to chatter;
And roup like raven and rook.

The Devil so deafened was5 with their yell,
That in the deepest pit of Hell,
He smothered them with smoke.

A curious antiquary, Mr. J. Chalmers, has calculated
that the only years in Dunbar's lifetime when Shrove
Tuesday fell on February 15, were 1496, 1507, and
15185 and hazards a guess that the poem must have
been written in one of the first two years.

Dunbar brings us to the eve of the Reformation,
when men's minds were beginning to change in their
attitude towards the Sins. The comedy as well as
the tragedy of evil had always been present to the
medieval Imagination, but it was the comedy rather
than the tragedy that was present to the imagination of
this new world which was to supersede the old. " The
Devil is an Ass " said Ben Jonson, and experience with-
out the aid of argument would easily prove that the
sinner is always a fool. But the problem of evil was
passing out of the hands of the priests, if not of the